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monarchy expired, that divine right of which he
was the proudest representative! Such the muta-
bility of life! It is this Place d'Arrnes, where used
to be deployed the military splendor and the royal
pomp, that had become the scene of the last humil-
iations of royalty! The proud river was ending in
sand.

It was all over; Louis XVI. and Marie Antoinette
were departing, never to return. Farewell, Versailles!
Farewell to the magnificent palace with its bright gal-
leries and solemn chapel! Farewell to the park, to
its statues, to its mighty trees ! The King and the
Queen were vanquished, and never was the Revolu-
tion to let them see again their former palace. All
that was to be allowed them was to see its towers in
the distance, as if it were an Eden from which they
had been driven, not by angels, but by devils.

The procession started. The van consisted of the
men and women who had left Paris the evening be-
fore. The women wore the tricolor cockades in their
caps; the men waved in triumph the arms they had
captured from the body-guard. A great many of
the rioters were in cabs; others in carts, or riding on
the cannon. Then followed, sixty wagons filled with,
flour taken from the market in Versailles. Women,
carrying branches, shouted out, "We are bringing the
baker, the baker's wife, and the baker's little boy."

After the wagons came the battalions of the
National Guard, surrounded by the populace; then
the body-guard, disarmed, humiliated, with torn